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The Tragedieoj- ■■ r 

Wooing poore craftftnen with the craft of (miks. 

And patient vnderbearing of hi* fortune, » 

As twere to banifo their affetts with him, 

Offgocs his bonnet to an o.yfterwencb, 

A brace of dray men bid Godfpeede him well, vd 
And had the tribute of his fupple knee. 

With thanks nry countrey men,myIouing friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his. 

And hce our fubiefts next degree in hope. 

Greene. Wei, he is gone, and with him go thefe thoughts, 
Now for the rebels which ft and out in Ireland, * 

Expedient mannage muft be made my liege. 

Ere further lcyfureyeeld them further meanes ' 

For their aduaivtagc,an.d ybur highnefle lojfle, t 
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King. We yvillourftlfe in t perfon to this wafy 
And for our coffers with too great a court 
And libcrall larges aregrowne fomewhat light. 

Wee are inforft to farme our royall Reahne, 

The reuenew whe/epfihall furniih vs. 

For our affaires inji.andifrhat come fhort, 
Ourfubftitutesat.home lhall haue blanke charters. 
Whereto when they (ball know whatmin are rich, ’ ' 
They fliall fijbfcribe them for large fumtnes of gold, 
And lend them after to fupply-our wants, 

For we, wil make for Ireland prefently;’ s 
Enter Hufliic with, nerves. 

Tu/h* Old Iohn.of Gaunt is grieuousfickettiy Lords 
Sodainely taken, and hath fent poft hafte. 

To intreate your Maieftie to vifichim. 

King. Where lies he? 

Bitfb. AtElyhoufe. 

King. Now put it (God)into the Phifitions mind, 
To helpe hifn.to Ijis graue immediatly: 

The lining of his coffers lhall make coates 
Todeckc our SouldioursTor thefe Irifh wars: 

Come Gentlenien,let$ali govifithim, 

Pray God we may make hafte andcome too late, 
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King Richardthefecond, 


inter John of 'Q aunt fcke, with the Duke of Tor kg, &c. 
(jaunt. Wil the king come that I may breathe my laft. 
In holfome counfel to his vnftaiedyouth? 

Torkg. Vex not your felf, nor ftriue not with vour breath. 
For al in vaine comes counfel to his care. 

(jaunt. Oh but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Intorce attention like deepe harmonic; 

Where words are fcarce,they are feidome fpent in vaine. 
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in paine: 
He chat no more muft fay, is liftenedmore 
Than they whom youth and eale haue taught ro glofc# 
More are mens ends rnarkt then their hues before: 

The fetting Sunne, and Mufike atthc glofe. 

As the laift tafte of fwcetesis fwCeteft laft, 

Writ, in remembrance more then things long paft. 
Though Richard my liues counfel would not hcarc. 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafe his eare. 

Torkg. No.it is ftopt with other flattering founds. 

As praifes of whole ftate the wife are found 
Lafciuious Meeters,tb whofe venom found 
The open eare of youth doth alwaies liften. 

Report offafoions in proude Italic, 

W hofe manners fti 1 our tardie apifh nation 
Limps after in bafe immitation: 

Where doth the world thruft foorth a vanitie, 

So it be new there’s no refpedl how vile, 

That isnot quickly buzd into his cares? 

Then al too late comes Counfel to bee heard. 

Where wil doth mutinie with wits regard:. 

Direct not him whofe way himfclfe wil choofe, 

Tis breath thou lachft,and that breath wilt thou loofe. 

Gaunt. Me thinks lama prophet new infpirde. 

And thus expiring do fbretel of him, 

His ralh fierce blaze ofriot cannot latt: 

For violent fires foone burne out themfelues, 
mal fhoures laft long, but fodaine ftormes are ihort: 

He tires betimes thatfpurs coo faft betimes, 
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